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PRACTICING FOR A 
IGl MINSTREL SHOW 

Men of the Machine Gun Company, 
Busily Preparing for the Event 

The fellows in the Machine Gun Com.- 1 
pany are practicing for a minstrel show 1 
under direction of the Social Director 
of 30. Roy Kaman, and are picking up 
speed at every rehearsal. They are go¬ 
ing to go "over the top" in big style. 
Watch out for the new songs. The one 
that Is to be used as the finale la 
• America Saved the Day." the words > 
of which follow: 

What Nation stands with outstretched hand. 

For peace and justice In every land: 

That'* slow to auger and suffers long. 

- - It sajs “atop” to a bated wrong’ 

America. America, the home of the. brave and/ 
Americaf ’America. O God she la trusting ini 
To drive 6 from the world cruel despots and \ 

And estabUsb justice upon the whole earth, 
America, America Saved the Day. 


Foes have arisen since our Nation w i 
Demanding Injustice a thing that we 
Torturing the innocent, plundering t 

whirled? 


bullets 


Today over there ’mid the shells and the gas. 
We are fighting the Hun, who cannot pass; 
■Tbo they stoop to Satan, who runs their rig. 
Who’ll smash their line* and end their Jig? 

’Tis God who leads lb our Nation’s war*. 

— t -- —keep His lf—»- 


’Tls Ue who says go rortrj ana win 
"Peace on earth and good will to n 
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THROW A BOMB AT THE KAISER BY BUYING 
THIS SONG 


Have You Secured a Copy of the Very Latest 


WAR SONG? 


America Saved the Day 

COVER DESIGN, WORDS AND MUSIC BY 

HARRY LESLIE BROWN 

LACONIA, N. H. 


"The old ’America’ brought up to date", says the 
Editor of one of the oldest Music Publishing 
Houses in Boston 


JUST OFF THE PRESS OF 
WHITE-SMITH MUSIC PUBLISHING CO. 

BOSTON NEW YORK CHICAGO 

C W Thompson & Co 


2„B Park St. BOSTON. 







AMERICA SAVED THE DAY 

(Read the Words and Buy the Song) 


What Nation stands with outstretched hand, 
For peace and justice in every land; 

That’s slow r to anger and suffers long, 

Before it says “stop” to a hated wrong? 


Refrain 

America, America, the home of the brave and free 
America, America, O God she is trusting in Thee; 
To drive from the world cruel despots and dearth 
And establish justice upon the w'hole earth, 
America, America, America Saved The Day. 


Foes have arisen since our Nation was born, 
Demanding injustice a thing that we scorn; 
Torturing the innocent, plundering the world, 
What Nation said stop” as the bullets whirled? 


Today over there ’mid the shells and the gas, 
We are fighting the Hun, who cannot pass; 
Tho they stoop to Satan, who runs their rig, 
Who’ll smash their lines and end their jig? 


’Tis God who leads in our Nation’s wars, 
He holds our hands, we keep His laws; 
'Tis He who says go forth and win, 
“Peace on earth and good will to men.” 


They are singing it at Camp Devens. Buy one and 
it at home. 

Price 25 cents, at all music stores 




X 

» 




JUST GOING TO PRESS 

The Latest March Song: 

By HARRY LESLIE BROWN 

Laconia, X. H. 


Come On Boys, Come On, 
Over Across the Sea 

A GREAT RECRUITING SONG 


Orchestration and Band Music if Desired 


Coming from the Press of 

WHITE-SMITH MUSIC PUBLISHING CO. 

BOSTON NEW YORK CHICAGO 


Sole Agency for New Hampshire by the Author to Whom All 
Communications Should be Addressed 

Special Prices to All Patriotic Societies and Schools 

Easy to play and easy to sing 
A boomerang to the Kaiser and his crew 

Send a copy to your boy in the trenches, or at some distant 
training camp 


Price 25 cents net 

See other side for words 




Come On Boys, Come On, Over 
Across the Sea 


Come on Boys, Come on, Over across the sea, 

Come on boys, come on, be a soldier of the free; 

Help to drive the nasty Hun and the victory is won, 

Hang the Kaiser to a sour apple tree. 

Refrain 

Don’t you see that Kaiser, Mutt, with his rawhide snap and cut, 
Drive his victims to their vain and hopeless task; 

See them fall in rows on rows, from the Yankee’s awful blows, 
And our God will give the victory at last. 

Here we go boys, here we go, over across the sea, 

Here we go boys, here we go, soldiers of the free; 

Soon we’ll land on France’s soil, the Kaiser’s face to spoil, 
While his henchmen take a run for Germany. 

Here we are boys, here we are, over across the sea, 

Here we are boys, here we are, in the trenches don’t you see? 
There they go the dirty bunch, with our bullets in their hunch, 
Hear the Allies shout the Yankee victory. 

Home again boys, home again, back across the sea, 

Home again boys, home again, flushed with victory; 

See old Glory ’mid the throng, as we sing the victor’s song, 

An emblem of world peace shall ever be. 



